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When we are in the playing mood,
we become so inteist on the play, that*
we neglect the playmate.
But, if he once comes back, we
shall never neglect him any more.
I am afraid that we have often
given him pain.
Yet his love rose above all that.
We never knew how beautiful he was,
when we could see him every day.
(They sing.}
When there was light in my world
You stood outside my eyes.
Now that there is none,
You come into my heart.
When there were dolls for me, I played;
You smiled and watched from the door.
Now that the dolls have crumbled to dust,
You come and sit by me.
And I'have only my heart for my music,
When my lute-strings have broken.